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poker, lifting it up now and again to see the colored
drops fall from its end. The brightly burning flames
played on the skin-apron, multi-colored like the chas-
uble of a priest, which he wore. The dye simmered
in the vats; an acrid vapor extended in a thick cloud
to the door. Gregory glanced at me from under his
glasses, with his clouded, bloodshot eyes, and said
abruptly to Ivan:

"You are wanted in the yard.    Can't you see?"
But when Tsiganok had gone into the yard, Gregory,
sitting on a sack of santaline, beckoned me to him.
"Come here!".

Drawing me on to his knee, and rubbing his warm,
soft beard against my cheek, he said in a tone of rem-
iniscence:

"Your uncle beat and tortured his wife to death,
and now his conscience pricks him. Do you under-
stand? You want to understand everything, you see,
and so you get muddled."

Gregory was as simple as grandmother, but his
words were disconcerting, and he seemed to look
through and through every one.

"How did he kill her?" he went on in a leisurely
tone. "Why, like this. He was lying in bed with
her, and he threw the counterpane over her head, and
held it down while he beat her. Why? He doesn't
know himself why he did it,"
